An Epita 
— — Dewepleaſure 

Gone is ourtreaſure 

Moꝛning mai be our 

mirth. E 

| Foꝛ Edward our kig 

. That role did ſpꝛing 

N Is vaded and lyeth 

"NJ in earth. 

Thertoꝛe moꝛne we may. 

Both night and day 

And in hart we may be kul ſad: 

Sence P2ute came in 

NO: at any time lence 

The like treaſure we neuer! 
But death with his darte 

Hath peartced the harte 

Ofthat Pꝛince moſte excellent: 

The childe newboꝛne 

May lament and moꝛne 

And foꝛ the death of him repent 
Gone is our iop. 

Our ſpoꝛt and our play 

Our comſoꝛt is turned to care, 

To England great colt 

This ie vell we haue loſt. 

That with al chꝛiſtendõ might compare 
Ok ſo noble a birth, 

The godlieſt in earth. | 

Our true kinge and eyꝛe by right: 

Edwarde byname 

Bozne of £t112ene Jane 

And ſonne to kinge Henry theeyght 
At the age of ſixtene yeres 

As by the Cronicles aperes, 

In the ſeuenth pere ok his raigne 

God toke hun awap, 

Dur comftoꝛt and top, | 
To Englandes greate dolour and payne 
In his tender age, | 

So graue and ſo ſage 

So well learned and wittie: 

And now that ſwete flower 

Hath builded his bower 
In the earth the moꝛe is thepitie. 

The whole loſſe and lacke, 

Js to Englande a wꝛacke, 
Ufaythfull hartes may moꝛne: 

To ſe that ſwete childe. 

So mene and ſo milde 

Do done ſubdued to woꝛmes 


Farewell Chꝛiſtall cleare, 


Out of Grenewiche he is gone, / 


Arnd lieth vnder a ſtone, bz 
That loueth bothhouſe and parle: 


Thou ſhalt ſee him no moꝛe 
That ſet by thee ſuche ſtoꝛe 
Fo2 death hath pearced his hart. 
Gone is our king, | 
That woulderunneattheringe, 
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Endoftcutimes ryde on black heath. 


Be noble men of cheualry, 
And ye men of artilerie 
Map all lament his death. 

That ſwete chude is deade, 
And lapped in leade 
And in Weſtminſter lyeth full colde 
All hartes may rewe 
That cuer they him knew 


Oꝛ that ſwete childe did beholde. 


Farewell Diamonde deare, 


Farewell the flower of cheualry 
The Lo2dchath taken him 


And foꝛ his peoples ſinne 


A iuſt plage foꝛ our iniquitie. 
But now pe noble peeres 

Marke well your peares 

F02 you do not know your dap: 

And this you map be bolde, 


Both vonge and olde 


Bou ſh all die and hence away: 
And foꝛ our ropall kinge 

The nobleſt liumge, 

No longer with vs may tarit: 


But his ſoule Wwe do commende, 
. UntotheLozdeshande, 
| Whopzelerueournoble Quene Mary. 


Longe withvstoendure, 
With myꝛth top and pleaſure, 
To rule her realmea right: 


All her enemies to withſtande 
By ſea and by lande, 


. Lode pꝛeſerue her both day and nighte. 


God laue the Ringe and 
the Queene. 


¶ Impꝛinted at London inHolburne 
nere to the Cunitte at the ſigne or che 
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